By my side darts hither and thither,

Even so far from the shore,

In swiftest diagonal flight,

A dragon-fly, splendid in green and in gold:

The trees stand knee-deep in the flooded waters,
They wade out from the hill to rejoice in such brimming
wealth:

All this generous open-air world

Is aflame and ashout with Thy goodness, 0 God.

PENT here in the city, walled round by houses,
Dwelling all day within narrow bounds,
How shall I find Him, the Lord of the open air?

Yet, remember: beyond there is the forest,
League after league of coolness and of silence,
League after league of the beauty He has made.

Then come the hills, His hills,

Blue against the sunset, bewitched beneath the moon-
light,
Transfigured in the dawn.

Aye, I will remember

The forest and the mountains,

The great open spaces,

The wind in the trees, and the lonely hill-tops,
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